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JOHN'S STOM.

Taa Docolto and Horroni of a
Gambling atabliahment.

"Well, would you like to hear my
adventure in New Orleans?" John
Bright leaned hi elltow on .the arm of
t)i red plush chair in which he sat,
with a thoughtful look in hk dark-blu- e

eyes.

"Why, yes, of course."
"By all mean."
KugeueCarthon and his sister looked

eagerly at the handsome blonde in
front of them.

They hud been talking about the
New Orleans Exposition which all had
vinited the winter before, and naturally
their conversation had drifted into jvcr-son- al

reminisce neea and criticisms on
the ways and manners of the people of
that beautiful Southern city.

"Did voit really have an adventure?"
jwked Nell, eyeing him queftioningly
from under lir long dark lashe. They
had intended to meet in the Crescent
City, but through Mime misunderstand-
ing the Carthon family had ruined
him. Nell had always felt a little ag-
grieved over thK jut as if John had
really lieen to blame in the matter, and
an allusion to their sojourn in the
South brought back that vague feeling
of disappointment which had mingled
itself with all her enjoyments while
there.

Not that idte eared anv thing for
John Bright Oh, no: not"even to her-Ht- lf

did she ever admit that. Hut then
he was Kugene'seuost intimate friend,
ami he was such a bright, companion-
able fellow, how could she help liking
him a little? "just for Kugenc's sake,
you know." She sincerely believed
that, it was her love for her brother
that made her so solicitous always for
hi friend's comfort and mi anxious to
make him always feel at home and
thoroughly welcome in her father's
houe.

Aim ii women win ueceive titemseives
so ingeniously in these little matters no
one can blame them. The reality
seems ail the prettier when thev sur
prise thenireln.s into the ad minion one
diy that brotheriv love in not such a
powerful motor after all.

"Well, go on with vour story," said
Euarene. lighting a cigarette, with hi
ri-w- ri rcriHuwitin. anu mirnng awar
exjtectantly. "FJ1 be getting drowsy.

ii von uon i waKe me up
with yonr thrilling tdMnle."

"eir'-Joh- M twirltnl hU blonde
wiHtache reflect ivelv, ignoring the
last remark "I wa" walking down
i,anal street one afternoon, when it
wgan to rain"

"Kemarkable! when it wa in the
winy aa$onv' interrupted Eugene,
who. seemed dctermiHwl not to lie led
into thinking hi friend had met with
any extraordinary adventure.

"Eugene, do liuh!" Nell said, im
wu John dkl not seem to

wind hi friend's quizzing in the least.
As I said, I was walking down

tanal street, when it began to rain,
t luiviiuy, mi enougii to make a

man feel miconitortable and the feath
r on a woman's bonnet limp. Fort

naately I had an umbrella, which of
course I nnmwliately raised. Just a I

nl so a young lady came out of one of
c large ury-goo- as stores behind me.

iwu irresomw ior a moment as
woiigh noiiplnsed by the rain, yd an
JTident anxiety poeesiag her to reach

iMaiuiv i louna mv.tell in a
range dilemma. What slionld I do?

mere was a vounr lady, delicate and
uunii, ncniy attireil in garmenta

;.en me ram would certainly dam
aV. Withrwil .. ai;l..., ruti

jfttm the elements; while I, not tlm;c
i r was poes?ed of an urn
"rena large emough to shelter two. It

"t'd like a piece of imjicrtincnce.
fon tlie impulse of the Moment I
mastered all mr gallantrj-- , ami. stop-- M

forward, offered to escort her to
tacar.

"To my surprise, and I must say
rw3Mire. she accejited gratefully, and

e walked to the nest corner to meet
T ar' 1 noted then the extreme

'liness of her beauty, which was of
IJ'ire treole type, and the marvel-r'ftnis- h

of her toilet, which showed in
Si " of clor'nK e Southrrnr V:' I could not censure her for her

; i l . .. the of
'''Sstroii iirlu.idV.r i.r.t "

" mis juncture Nell, curled up on of
JJ end of the sofa with her Kensing- -
-- iter lap, looked very grave. She

not quite approve of handsome
omie strangers offering umbrella to

""own ladiefl. Untight have been I
Lit exreBveline'rof the oreole
a I.. ims imvnra mi nsniOHS
2:V bt she wotthl have been
JJ-KCt-

t sad you JtuggeeuHi soa a As

n Hn ..-- .i i i . .
" comer wwre

b .S?' "Johncwitintiwl. "Being
,,RrM tm,B there was always

orlessdiilay. When the ear did
"ve Ww to etewded tkere waa net

tojrtlwtt. Tk Mtt a4 MMtt tot4
Uneoaaeiottniy w

walked on, the young lady by altttost
ImjMTeeptible guidanee directing our

Kyal. quite into the heart of the old
rrewen town, Ue young lady scarcely

eming aware of the fact that we had
i my WkJi. I waa too

del ghted with her bright oonveruation
anu naivete w wish to undeceive her,
anu so we watked along until she
stopjied suddenly in front of one of
uiose gloomy k rench houses, so dreary

apiearance, out often beau
tiful and gay within. A hi?h wall ur.
roundeil the dwelling, surmounted by
nails driven in so that the points pro--
jcvttn upwaru. a sure saieguaru
against marauders. As usual, a high
bslcoHy graced the front of the house,
rrem the gate a Massive iron-barr- ed

one a stone pave led up to the
door.

" l feel very grateful she said, lift-
ing her big eyes to mine with a shadow
ot timidity in their depths which made
them all thelovlier; and,' she hesitated
a little, I know ray father would wish
to thank you also, if if '

" 'If VOU Olllv know wlimn tn tlianl- - 1

I added, with a conscious shame at my
own laok of courtesy. Now, 1 doit
know what deviltry prompted me to
the action, but instead of handing her
my own eard I gave her one of Frank
Smith's, a young fellow rooming with
mo at the bt. Charles, a drummer for
a large hat firm in Detroit. His name
graced the card in full, and also 'Tre-moi- ne

&Leoman,' the name of the linn
he was connected with. It was a fool-
ish thing to do, yet I never expected to
see the young lady again, and I sup-
pose it occurred to me that it would be
a good joke on Smith.

"To my great astonishment she rec-
ognized the first name.

"You must come in and see my
father,' she said. 4Mr. Tremoine is
an old friend of ours, and he will be so
delighted to see you.'

"Into what kind of a scrape had I
gotten myself? I declined as courteous-
ly as itostfible, and tried to hasten
away; but just then an old gentleman
appeared at the door, in answer to our
ring at the gate, for, as you remem-
ber, in New Orleans most of the bells
are on the front gate.

"In a few words the young lady ex-
plained the situation." With a true
Southern hospitality he invited me to
enter, thanking me in most voluble
terms for my kindness to his daugh-
ter. Seeing'l would oll'end by not ao--
ceptmi: their invitation, I stepped in
with them. As usual m these French
hou-.es- . the hall led into a little barren-lookin- g

court. From this, however.
we enteretl into an apartment that
was elegantly furnished.

"A fcrvant took niv umbrella, ami
hat, and the old gentleman pushed for-
ward a handsome ea.sy-cha- ir for mo.
Mfating himself near me. The young
lady disappeared, reappearing in a lit-

tle while in a charming dinner-dres- s of
arttst cutin

1 confess I was a little dazed bv the
sudden turn affairs had taken, anil the
tete-a-te- te with the gentleman, whoe
name I ascertained to be Do Chartre.
was not enibarracking, for he asked me
a Mjore of questions about Detroit and
i ue peopie mere, an oi winch 1, uever
having been m that city, was obliged
u auwer ai ranuom, or irom vagu
reminiscences of what Smith had told
me casually.

"I tried in vain to turn the subject
and had almost given myself up to ties
lerate fibbing when i chanced to per
ceive mat a piano was Helmut me.
During a momentary lull in the conver
sation, in which De Chartre was prob-
ably trying to reconcile my rambling
information with his own knowledge
and conjectures, I turned to the young
lauy, requesting some music.

"lo my reiiel she consented imme
diately, thus saving her father from
any further surpass in the way of
chaotic guessing on my part. She sang
and plaved quite prettily, and i found
myself even more prepo.sessed than
had been at first.

"After she had plaved several songs
I aroo to go, but as I did so dinner
was announced, and I was urgently
iiviivu wy iiicwi ooui 10 remain. .Again

i saw that to retuso would he tooneud.
so, m order to preserve Smith's reputa
tion from further damage, I accented,
resolving that I would exert my talents
to the utmost in bcinr entertaininir.
lou see, i wanted them to speak
good word for Smith if ever they
should chance to communicate with
this Tremoine, whom I heartily wished
at the bottom of the sea.

The dinner was served in good
style, and quite enjoyed by Smith, who
was sometimes rather dilatory in re
sponding to his name, but who man- -
rged to keen the upper hand in the
conversation, not allowing the old gen
tleman a single gap in which to insert
his inquiries about Detroit and theTre
tuoincs.

"After dinner we adjourned to the
parlor that is, the voting ladv and
myself the old gentleman going on
for a smoke, m which I declined to
join him.

l lie ram which had been mild at
first, now turned into a raging torrent
It Iwat savagely against the windows,
and the wind swept mournfully through
the court. Now and then it crcnt un
der the doors and into the room, bring
ing a faint scent ot the orange-bloom- s

that were being swept fromftheir stems
on the bending trees without. Hut the
inclemency of the weather outside only
made the comfort and brightness of the
apartment seem more perfect.

With such a charming hostess the
moments sped swiftly. I became more
and more enthralled with hor dark eyes
and her gracious manners, so typical

the grace which has made the creolc
women celebrated. Besides, the novelty

the situation made it seem tenfold
more attractive. I began to tremble
vaguely for Smith's peace of mind. It
would lie superhuman for a man to re
sist the fascination of the lovely Creole.

don t know to what length i might
have committed myself, had hot the
door opened and Monsieur De Chartre
once more appeared upon the scene.

It was, I think he surprised me Hay-i- n

some foolishly tender things to his
daughter.

"I looked at my watch. A Hush of
shame crept over me. It was past ten
o'eieek. I felt that I had infringed on
Um sHtlity extended In mm. 1 Wn--1

mm to apologia, bwt Moatiiuir
Chartre stopped m.

" 4My dnar sir,' he said, eordlally,
yim can not, go one in mien a storm.

. .U.I1I - A JT. f a mm" "i". prmii it. my noma is large,
e have ample accommodation. -

mam with us to-nig- ht'

"I hesitated a moment: the rain
beating oh the window-pan- e seemed
umiiihi enougn. iHwiaes, l was in a
imn oi ut city wiut wnwii l was un
familiar. I might lose my wav and
wander about those narrow streets for
Hours; and then blood-curdlin- g tales
came hack to me of sti-anyu- who hail
been robbed and half murdered in those
dark thoroughfares. I had a valuable
waiota and chain and quite a sum of
money about me, which I would not
care to lose. I confess the idea of
venturing out into that n tiles storm.
in the heart of the high-walle- d, myste-
rious French town, unprotected by a
nuapuu oi any son, rauier dismayed
me. Yet I rememlwred that I had
made arrangements to leave the oity In
the morning, and I intimated as much
to Monsieur De Chartre.

" 'That will not incommode us at all.'
he said, politely. ! will leave word
with one of the servants to unlatch the
door and gate at five o'clock. You can
rise men mid leave the house at vour
pleasure. If you desire a cup of coffee
Jacques will have it ready for you.'

"I thanked him sincerely. I could
not feel grateful enough "for such a
warm and cordial hospitality. It is
true indeed that these Southerners have
the kindest and most hospitable hearts
in the world, An old and valued friend
of the family could scarcely have Ihjch
treated more kindly than 1, a complete
stranger, save for the slisrht statnn of
genuineness which Tremoine & Leo- -
man gave me in this most cleirant and
beautiful home, every part of which
betokened the wealth and position of
the owner.

"A few moments later Jacaucs came
to show me to niv room. With a ling-
ering glance I 'bade the voung ladv
good-nigh- t. It seemed to me that her
beautiful eyes were filled with a shad
ow of regret for our brief acquaintance.
Her father followed me to the court
without, after giving me several mes
sages lor Air. lremoine and other
inends in Detroit, all of which I prom-
ised to carry faithfully. Then with a
courtly good-nig- ht ho intrusted' me to
the care of the waiting African attend-
ant.

"My apartment was handsomolv fur
nished, in keeping with the rest of the
house. It? wa apparently a back room
connecting with one in front of the
house by heavy folding doors across
which a rich crimson portiere foil.

"Jacques brought mo a pitcher of
fresh water and some clean towels, and
then, mumbling something in his unin-
telligible crude French, bowed himself
out

I examined the room carefully.
locked all the doors except the folding
one, which I found fastened on the
other side, and went to sleop thinking
what a capital jdke this was on Smith,
who was undoubtedly reposing beauti-
fully in room 105, at the St Charles,
unconscious of the strange escapade I
had gotten him into. 1 resolved to
writ to the young lady as soon as 1
left the city, informing her of rav little
ucvciiuuu anu urn iHiiicmg wie ongiua
Smith, whom I was quite sure wouh
tall head over earn m love With her at
alght i'oor Smith, I was just mapping
out nts tuturu most beautifully, when
iuorpucus seined me and carried me on
into dreamland.

"About midnight I was awakened bv
a sught noise in the room. I listened.
but all was as still as death. An nar- -

cntlv the whole household had fallen
into siumoer. i attributed the soumi
to my own imagination, and was about
to compose mvself to slumber, when
cold chill crept over me. I was sensi
ble of a near presence. The room was
intensely dark and I could see nothing
iNCitner could my faculties, which were
now thoroughly acute, perceive the
slightest movement or sound. Yet my
blood ran cold with the premonition o"f

cvii. x couiu icei a com sweat urouK-in- g

out all over me the ohill crept to
me very roots oi my nair.

"With a sudden bound I leaped from
the bed. The matches were on a table
near. Istruck one and looked around,
half expectinr to see some uncanny
shape leap out of the gloom and attack
me; but the room was empty. I lit the
lamp and examined the apartment
carciuuy, but all was as secure as when
1 retired.

"With an impatient condemnation of
mv woaKnesa 1 wont to Imi1 vain
leaving the lamp burning low. As I
am no believer in haunted houses and
my digestion is unusually rood. I noon
sank into a deep slumber.

About two hours later, however, I
was again awakened by that mysterious
sensation. Again the cold chills, be
tokening some evil unknown presence,
crept over me. A terrible presentiment
mmj possesion oi me. i uareu not
move for a second. My knees trent
bled, the cold drops of moisture stood
on my brow. What could it be this
awful presence that seemed to lay cold
i! .. . . 1 , 1 ,
ii users upon mo in me uarancss ana
wake me from mv sleep? I lay there
shivering as though chilled by some
actual, icy touch for a moment, then
my healthy, vigorous physique reas-
serted itself. I was no coward even to
mvself. I rose stealthily and crent to
the light, turning the full blaze on sud-
denly.

A change in the room startled me.
The heavy portiere was thrown aside,
the folding-door- s stood wido open.
Resolved to penetrate this mystery. I
stepped into the other room.

'A cry of horror escaped me as I
did so. 1 stood in the middle of the
Hour, petrified, the very blood freezing
in my veins. There on the bed lay a
nian with his throat gashed from ear
to ear, the red blood oozing slowly
upon the white counterpane and the
rich carpet beneath. His wide eves
were upturned to the ceiling, his wliite
face transfixed with the death agony,

"For a second I stood there as if
frozen to the spot, my senses reeling,
my nanus cunoneu in n sudden agony
of mortal terror; then like a flash of

ghtning the truth swept over me. A
terrible orime had been committed.
"ha responsibility was to lie laid on

me. in the morning the poliee would
come to arrest me. What vestige of
lower would I have to disprove it?

"Wit a suudea, nmm. energy bom

o( dpra4kn, I went to my room md
dreed mysolf, leaving not the alight
at trace of my pmsnnoe there. Aaur-in-g

myself that not a card or a slip of
psjwr was left as a elew to mv identity,
1 took my boots in my hand and ernpt
noiselessly uown tne stairway.

"When I reached the door beyond
the court I shrank back in dismay. I
had forgotten it would be locked and
barred. I enteretl the apartment....where..a a.i nau neeii entertained the night before,
hoping to find a window unbelted.
J'o my surprise I heard voices and jier-ceiv- ed

a light emanating from the
room adjoining. The door between
was slightly ajar. I walked breath
lessly across the room and peeped
turougii tne crevice.

"Horrors of horrors! What did I
there? The fine, courtly old gentle
man oi tne night before seated at a
faro table, surrounded by a motley
crowd, and my line young lady, the
brilliant, sweet-voiue- d enchantress of
the dinner table, dealing out faro
blanks opposite!

"It was enough. I turned away,
realizing that I was in New Orleans. I
had gotten into one of the worst dens
of the French -- city, and the beautiful
Creole was probably one of the notor-
ious characters I had so often read of.

"No wonder my blood ran cold.
What if I could not escape? These
were desperate characters, with whom
I could not cope. The outlook was
terrifying.

"I tried each window cautiously.
They all resisted my efl'orU to raise
them; all but the lastthai yielded a
little. I struggled inightW. with the
strength of despair. In doing so my
hand touched a spring which I had not
perceived before. In an instant the
window was pushed up noiselessly and
with a stealthy bound I leajied
through, landing unhurt on the ground
a few feet below!

"Hut what to do next? There was
that wall, surrounded by its rows oi
sharp nails. It would have been mad-
ness to have attempted to scale it The
fate was barred and fastened with a
icavy chain. I could not crv out for

assistance; that would have meant cer-
tain death from those desperate, dark-browe- d

men at the faro table. What
should I do? Again the cold drops of
moisture dampened mv temple. I was
frantic What should! do?''

John stopped in his narrative and lit
the cigarette Eugene had handed him a
little while before.

"What did you do?" Eugene was
impatient of the delay. He leanod for-
ward anxiously. Ilis own cigarette
had gone out. He had forgotten it in
his absorbing interest

"Yes, what did you do?" Nell re
peated the question with a terrible
anxiety in her brown cyos. Her Ken
sington lay unheeded on the floor, her
elbows rested on her knees, one hand
supporting her dimpled, eager face.
Her breath came short and fast. She
awaited tlte sequel with sympathizing,
anxious eyes.

" liy John gave an energetic
puff at his cigarette "7ooJte."

f.ugene sank back in his chair and
Nell collapsed physically and mentally,
picking up her work with a disgusted
air.

"Sold, by Jove!" exclaimed Eugene,
after a pause, looking admiringly at
his friend. "It is the best sell of the
season."

"Oh, you horrible wretch!" cried
Nell, when she recovered her breath;
and so it was all a dream?"

"Yes," answered John, coldly. "I
awoke in room 105, at the St Charles,
with Smith asking me if I mistook him
for a brick wall or a lamppost, that I
was pounding him so vigorously."

Nell did not seem to care much foi
the sell so long as the beautiful creole
had proved a myth. The ntorv had
awakened her consciousness a little,
and she seemed a little shyer of John
for several days afterwards. But I am
happy to say that she was a sensible
girl, and when John asked her if she
only loved .him for "Eugene's sake,"
she answcrM, candidly "No." Thus
came the sequel to "John's Story."
jyeto vneatis nines-Democr- at.

MEDICAL QUACKS.

The Latest Darirx far RabUur a Lenr- -
hStoring Public

It is now the latest dodge of medical
quacks who impose upon the credulity
of the unsuspecting, to advertise their
nostrums under the head of some so--

called company. Perhaps the charla
tan's name does not appear at all. but
the so-call- "Company" is spread all
over his circulars, pamphlets, etc. A
subscriber sends us a circular letter.
which ho has received from one of
those "Companies," which cures all
diseases mankind is heir to, and for-
wards medicines "prepared with the
greatest care lor each case, securely
packed m a plain box." Hut boforo
the medicine is forwarded, the patient
is asked to answer the following,
among a great variety of other ques-
tions propounded in the circular letter:

W hat w your age? fJust as if ladies
generally were going to answer that
question!)

is your partner healthy?
Have you worked hard?
From what do you suffer most?
How is your sight?
What is your height?
What is your weight?
Is your tongue coated, and if so

what color?
Are your brothers and sisters

tealthy?
Do you ever havo dizzy, faint or

bund spells?
T nis your ncanng gootlf
After being bombarded with these

and forty-fou- r other similar questions.
the unfortunate who may receive this
circular letter, k finally plumply asked
to tell, the "Company" this, to-w-it:

"Do you feci disooursged, gloomy and
niciaiiciioiy at inuesf" it alter run
ning his eye down the long list of dis-
eases of numerous kinds enumerated
in this circular letter, the recinient
don't feel "discouraged, gloomy and
melancholy," he must have a nrettr
good constitution and is not easily

American AqricHlturiti,

Wvominr cattle kt Ntra Lava iimi.
chased 7,90O acres In Hlllsboro and
Manatee Counties, Fla., for n oattle
range. The price paid was 4,KK)
cash.

.......

FOE OUR YOUNG REABSS8.

THE SIOK DOLLY.
a, I)fcrs 4wa te
r.s' uq'4 twy to mmrwy. vwv Mill:

For if a'aM w1m, 1 Ian
U WMIM MMUCt! aw IK.

r's been mi atek. ea know.
'or ok doefcH- - tot we to

VWV stole I Mlmm! :

An' s'e'fc lt a fHtlttoe ee.

TUMy't h4 a pato-- M t4.Oh, K MwhtaMdweffulMMl,
A a" I alM4M' wM,

Nmm fr, what wvmU I eo
If My boily AMI

Kow rVs wokeMtl up, I flak.
'Tuhm Ur m Iw4Ir te wiak.

Dolly, turn wit kre,
Ah I'll wools oo In my anas.

Is ee bolter, oetu-i- r

Mamma, Dolly's bIrmm well.
Ah' I'm ftodder 'a 1 taa udl.

8imm a' ' had dld
I'bom If Dolly kai been me.

'eulea't oo have ewried?

pit.

GOING-TO.- "

Xwray'a Te Minute' Itttierlaiifi
la SemetiM.

"Sometime's come! Hurry Hp!

"Sometime! What do yon moan?
Where are you, any way? and who's
speaking to me? I don't see any ohc,"
and Rose Murray rubbed her eyes,
Shrugged her shoulders, and pinched
her hand a little, just to find out if she
wore awake, or if she were dreaming.
She wasn't dreaming, that she knew;
for the same voice, with no apparent
ownor, kept on talking. And such
queer things it said in that unpleasant
way!

"Sometime! That's next door to
a close neighbor to after-awhi-le

and going-to-d- o it l'retty-soo- n,

w, they can
all be found together. And you don't
know where sometime is? Well, 1
never heard any girl of your age talk
more about it Hut come along; you' 11

soon find out where it is."
"Come along! Whore? How can I

go anywhere with only a voice?"
"How did you go to Taris last week,

and to that strange party the other
night, where the girls all wore their
school dresses, and the boys forgot to
stand by themselves on one side of the
room?"

"Those places! I didn't go to either
of those. 1 was only dreaming then.
But I am not asleep now am 1?" and
Kose squeezed her left-han- d little lin-
ger very hard, and rubbed the heel of
her foot carefully on the sensitive side
of hor right foot "No, I'm not asleep.
Where are you going to take me?"

"Never mind, just come," replied
the voice; and added, as Kose moved
slowly in the direction from which it
came: "Now you're in Sometime, and
1 hope you'll enjoy yourself. I'll come
back for you one Of these days one of
these days," and the voice died away
as it repeated these words in a mali
cious tone.

"uhat a queer dream I've had,'
tnongnt itose; "this is my own room. .and tt'o .(Hint. : n 1. I -t a anuusv Uiuuui-IIUI- B Uf
clock. I'd better go and make the
dwwrt I toki mother I would after
awhile."

"No, no! Me first! Me first!" called
out voices all around her some close
by her, some far awav, some loud
some so faint that she could just catch
the words but so many! The room
was full of them, and each one be
longed to something. The loudest of
all came from the algebra at her feet
which had fallen from her lap as she
looked over the last St. Nichoktj, say--
nig: "i u uo mat oiu problem in
couple of minutes."

Iho problem spoke now: "You
can't get away, you must do me first"

"Very well," answered Kose; ou're
a great bother to me, but I'll soon set
tie you:" and she took a pencil from
tne tame in preparation for hard work.

"No, no! Give me back to my own
er. You said you would in an hour or
so, when you borrowed me this morn
ing."

"I want to be sewed up," demand
ed a great rent m her drees. " You
promised to do me sometime, and it's
sometime now."

" Put me in order, then," oame
from the work-bask- et

"tind me first cried out the
thimble from where?

I'oor Kose looked around despair
ingly, it was nor own room, truly,
out it was so tun ot voices, so crowded
with things that ought to be done.
and so many more were pushing in
mrougu me uoors anu windows!
n hat should she dor Books wanted
to be returned to their owners, the
newspaper must be read to her grand-
mother, pictures must be hung
siraigoi, me taoie urawer rnnet be put
in order, even the dust on the furni
ture insisted that it should be taken off
immediately.

Where should she begin? Be done
they must; and she went to work in
good earnest, trying to quiet some of
the voices nearest her. But what was
the use? for every thing done, a doaen
others crowded around her. Promises
she had made long ago kept calling to
hor; and, worst of all. little, still
voices in her heart reminded her of
her broken promise to amuse the baby
while her mother took a nan before
dinner, of the visit she had meant to
make a sick friend, of the little quar
rel she had been going to make rivlit
with her cousin, of the bundle of
warm clothes she had promised to give
Tommy Brown, the washer-woman- 's

son, early in the winter.
Kose had been called a little pro-crastina-

long before she knew what
the big word meant; and only last
week one of her beet friends had writ-
ten to hor, and begun the letter: 'Mv
dear Going-to-do-it- !" But now wha't
was to be done? something must. She
never could do all those things. It
seemed as if every thing she had meant
to do and didn't do, every thing she
had promised to do and had forgotten
to do, sinoe the time she was five years
old, was here now, pushing against
her, and crying to her with tormenting
voices: "It's sometime now, Rose. U
Rose! it's sometime."

What did ska do? Well, what say
otiMf fifteen-year-o- ld girl wonkl have

She said: "I onn'L I eettt ff
'tt and then eat down and Imiwt

mto tear. Still oame tao dreadtfal
eaorttM: "Sometimel sometime!"

'Why, Rooe, W dinner-tim- e! Don't
you hear the bell?" and ooate one
touched her nonhtor.

Koee atari ed, opened nor eyes, and
there stood nor little brother, laughing
and ringing the bell in her earn. "Mow
funny you look whoa you're aoloont"
he said. , "I almost thought yon were
going Uj cry boforo I shook yon."

They wondered, at dinner that even-
ing, why Koee looked so solemn; end
when dessert-tim- e oame, and her mother
asked: "Rose, dear, did yon forgot
again?" something verr Mke teens
filled her eyes as she answered; and
she felt her faee grow rod anil hot
when grandma said: "X one ever
expect Rose to do as she says she
will."

But for a month, or for a year yes,
longer, even yet she remem hers and
Rose is a grown-u- p woman now those
ten minutes of miseryspent in sometime.
So strong an impression did the dream
make on her, that alie has ever sinoe
followed the only plan by which one
can conquer the little thief, Geing-t- e
do-- it This is to attend to each thing
as it oomes, and not to wait for a con-
venient season. . B. Dejf, in 8. 8.

e i
DOING HIS BEST.

Mew Lake Vat-Ma- grred Hit Ceimtry
tiy Mfeeeing Coteael Waraer'e Mre.i
It may seem at first sight as if the

boy mentioned in this incident, which
is given by Edward Everett Hale in hk
Boys' Heroes, did nothing either heroic
or remarkable; but it is a good illus
tration of the value of doing one's beet:

There was a boy whom we will name
Luke Varnuni. fie was fifteen years
old, and he was lame of his left foot
So, when every other boy in Number
Five, and every man. old and vonnr.
shouldered his firelock and marched el
to join General Stark and go and fight
the Hessians at Bennington, "Luke was
left at home. He limped out and held
the stirrup for Lieutenant Chittenden
to mount, and then he had to stay at
home with the babies and the women.
ihe men had been gone an hour aad a
half when three men galloped up en
horseback. And Luke went down to
the rails to see who they were. "Is
there nobody here?" said one of them.

"lea," said Luke, "lam here."
"I see that." said the first man.

laughing. "What I mean is. k there
nobody here can set a shoe?"

"I think I can," said Luke. "I often
tend fire for Jonas. I can blow a bel-
lows, and I can hold a horse's foot
Any way, I will start up the fire."

So Luke went into the forge and
took down the tinder-bo- x and struck a
light He built the fire, and hunted
up half a dosen nails which Jonas had
left unintentionally, and he had oven
made two more when a fourth hone-ma- n

came slowly down on a walk."
"What luck," said he, "to find a forge
with the lire lighted!"

"We found one," said Marvin,
"with a boy who knew how to light
it"

And the other speaker threw himself
off the horse meanwhile. And Lake
pared the hoof of the dainty creature,
and measured the shoe, which was too
big for her. lie heated it white, and
bent it closer, to the proper shw. "It
is a poor fit" he said, "but it will
do."

"It will de very well," said her
rider. "But she is very tender-foote- d,

and I do not dare trust her five miles
unshod."

And for pride's sake, the first two
nails Luke drove were those he had
made himself. And when the shoe
was fast, he said: Tell Jonas that I
het up the4 forge and put on the

"We will tell him," said the Colonel,
laughing, and he rode on.

But one of the other horsemen tar-
ried a minute, and said: "Boy, no ten
men who left you to-d- ay have served
your country as you have. It k Colonel
Warner."

When I read in the big books of his
tory how Colonel Warner led uo his
regiment just in time to save the day
at Bennington, I am apt to think of
Luke Varnum. When I read that that
day decided the battle at Saratoga, de-
termined that America should he inde-
pendent, 1 think of Luke Varnum.
When I go to see monuments erected
in memory of Colonel Warner and
General Stark, and even poor old Bur-goyn- e,

I think of Luke Varnum and
others like him. And then sometimes
1 wonder whether every man and hor of
us who bravely and truly does the very
best thing he knows hew to de does
not have the future of the world root-
ing on him. CongrcgmAitmtirt.

HARD ON MOIE.

e Wlefcee te Iawtlt a Inhume t
h Mvee Mlaaeetf Away.

Mose Schaumbnrg was as mad as a
moist hen one day last week. la n
voice that quivered with rage, he
to his clerk, Ike Silverstone:

"Sit down dot desk at, and write a
etter rat I dictates dot Jake, Oppen- -

heimerat Write: I have written to
you. YY ho has not answered dot 1od
der? Jake Onnenheimer. Who hash

dunned dime and arain? Jake Ob.
oenheimer. Who has beid no atte.
shuns to dose duns? Jake Oirm.
heimer.' Have you rot dot down. Mr.
Silverstone?"

"I have dot down."
"Den conglude: 'Who van a low

scoundrel?' Have yon rot dot down?"
"I have dot down."
"Den give dot letter to me so I auti

my name to it"
The clerk did so. and henoe the tmm.

elusion of Mose's letter read: "Who
vas a low scoundrel? Mow Senaum.
burg." Textu Siflinl

-J-acob Van Stein, who was former!
in the business in South Africa, says
there is "no mony in ostriches." If
this be true, it is because the birds have
never had an opportunity to gobble it
HOOO iron, old WnuM. nnmwr iiuu amJ
other bric-a-br- ac may he found in the
uwkjb mat m permuted to run at large,
and if there is ae monev ia the a.lection It k not the fault mt tha UraL
AVrMotoit Mtrmid.


